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HAUNTED CHAMBERS 



The lamp-lit page is turned, the dream forgotten ; 
The music changes tone, you wake, remember 
Deep worlds you lived before, deep worlds hereafter 
Of leaf on falling leaf, music on music, 
Rain and sorrow and wind and dust and laughter. 

Helen was late, and Miriam came too soon ; 
Joseph was dead, his wife and children starving; 
Elaine was married and soon to have a child. 
You dreamed last night of fiddler crabs with fiddles. 
They played a buzzing melody, and you smiled. 

Tomorrow — what ? And what of yesterday ? 
Through soundless labyrinths of dream you pass, 
Through many doors to the one door of all. 
Soon as it's opened we shall hear a music : 
Or see a skeleton fall. 

We walk with you. Where is it that you lead us ? 
We climbed the muffled stairs beneath high lanterns. 
We descend again. We grope through darkened cells. 
You say: "This darkness, here, will slowly kill me — 
It creeps and weighs upon me .... is full of bells. 

"This is the thing remembered I would forget: 
No matter where I go, how soft I tread, 
This windy gesture menaces me with death. 

'Fatigue!' it says — and points its finger at me; 
Touches my throat and stops my breath. 
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POETRY : A Magazine of V e r s e 

"My fans, my jewels, the portrait of my husband, 
The torn certificate for my daughter's grave — 
These are but mortal seconds in immortal time. 
They brush me, fade away — like drops of water. 
They signify no crime. 

"Let us retrace our steps: I have deceived you! 
Nothing is here I could not frankly tell you — 
No hint of guilt, or faithlessness, or threat. 
Dreams — they are madness; staring eyes — illusion. 
Let us return, hear music, and forget." 

COUNTERPOINT : TWO ROOMS 

He, in the room above, grown old and tired ; 
She, in the room below, his floor her ceiling, 
Pursue their separate dreams. He turns his light, 
And throws himself on the bed, face down, in laughter. 
She, by the window, smiles at a starlight night. 

His watch — the same he has heard these cycles of ages — 

Wearily chimes at seconds beneath his pillow. 

The clock upon her mantelpiece strikes nine. 

The night wears on. She hears dull steps above her. 

The world whirs on. New stars come up to shine. 

His youth — far off — he sees it brightly walking 

In a golden cloud .... wings flashing about it. . 

Darkness 
Walls it around with dripping enormous walls. 
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